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crouching over a small table. It seemed to me that he was
feeling rather sorry for himself. If he had seen me he made
no move to make himself acquainted, and when Monsieur
brought my drink I asked him if he knew who he was and
what he was doing there at that hour.
" Oh, him. He's one of your lot. As a matter of fact
he's been here all night.35 He lowered his voice and bent
down and whispered confidentially : " A little too much
pina, eh ? Ah well, and why not ? One doesn't grudge it
to the army. Perhaps you can do something to cheer
him up."
Monsieur tactfully disappeared and left me to handle
the situation as best I could. I moved over.
" Will you have a drink with me ? " I opened obviously,
" A drink ! Say, what do you think FVe been doing here
for the last few hours ? No, sir. 'Smatter of fact I don't feel
too grand."
" Yes, I've gathered that.  But where do you come from ? "
"Listen. I come from Saskatchewan, and I wouldn't
mind being back there." He pulled himself up abruptly.
" What did I say ? No, of course, I didn't mean that.
Fighting men, that's what we are, fighting men. You know,
you English Tommies have one big fault."
" Oh ?   And may I know what that one big fault is ? "
" Well, you seem to have a hunch that nobody else ever
does anything round here."
"Round here?"
" In the War, you fathead."
I laughed.
" Don't let that worry you. Pve served with the Cana-
dians, and I guess I've a pretty good idea of what they've
done. Here, take a look at this/ and I showed him the
elephant stamped on my hat.
" So you're one of-the guys that came over from India,
are you ? Well, of course, that's different. Old Contemp-
tibles,eh?"
"Well, now we've wiped out that score perhaps you'll
tell me what's getting you down. It isn't only Monsieur's
\vine, is it ? **